FIRST   ENTRY
an illustrious regimental record ever since it came
into the picture on 25th August, 1914, with the
3rd Army Corps. We are as much a source of interest
to the R.B.'s as they are to us. But to me the one
question is, 'how will the men shape?5 Luckily the
line is very quiet, but a stray shell or two, machine-
gun fire at night and all the rest of it, with a casualty
here and there, cannot but do good, for young soldiers
are like young dogs, they require careful shooting
over before being put into the big business. Several
Divisions were unavoidably ruined, almost beyond
repair, by having to attempt to achieve the Impos-
sible without the necessary experience.
I see our first man hit. He is a boy of nineteen
years of age. A bit of stray high-explosive shell gets
him in the leg. It was almost an accident, for had
he left me five seconds earlier he would have missed
it. White, calm, uncomplaining, he calls for a
cigarette and is carried off on a stretcher by four
stalwart veterans of the Rifle Brigade. He is never
to return, for amputation follows. Such is war.
Constant training for a whole year and then just one
day In the line! This is attrition! Our time comes
to go back to billets. The Commanding Officer of
the Rifle Brigade speaks well of us; that valiant soul,
Brigadier-General Prouse, pats me on the back as
I pass out. 'Good stuff/ he says nodding to some
men of mine. That Is enough. When Prouse says
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